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"I mean him, he, my man in there," she cried. "Why don't
you exclaim over his handsomeness ? Why don't you cry out
that you've never seen anyone like him? Why don't you tell
me what an enviable woman I am?"
Dud could only open his mouth in helpless bewilderment
as he contemplated her expression of furious sarcasm outlined
against that unpromising door.
"Hasn't everyone in Dorchester told you about him?" she
continued with mounting excitement. "Haven't they begged
you to go and see him as their greatest wonder after Maiden
Castle and Poundberry and Maumbury Rings? Haven't they
assured you that in the future people will come to Glymes as if
to a shrine?"
Poor Dud could only shut his mouth and uneasily moisten
his lips with his tongue, as a kp-dog does when uncertain about
his mistress's temper.
"Why didn't it surprise you ?" she went on while he thought
to himself: "What is there about women's sarcasm that hurts
so? It certainly isn't its subtlety. God! I don't envy that great
hulking stinkard. Good luck to him, with his 'dilly dar-
ling'!"
"Surprise you I mean," she concluded, "like something
monstrous," and he could see a swollen vein in her white
throat expanding as it would burst, "when I called him Uryen
just now?"
"Why should it," protested Dud feeling less and less sym-
pathetic, "why should it, if it's his name?"
Nancy laughed a rasping little laugh. "I suppose you didn't
mind his calling you Newman then? But I saw you did! And
so you can imagine what / felt when he started calling himself
Uryen when his name is Enoch! Enoch Quirm's his name,
just as my name's Nancy. They're old west-country names;
and of course Enoch's out of the Bible. But simple things don't
suit him. No! He's not a simple man. He's more than a man!
There are too many Enoch Quirms buried in Dorset church-
yards to suit my Enoch. He must be something greater and
grander! And if he can't be great in his life—and you see what
he is! I can't even keep him clean—he'll be great in a name,
and not his own name either. He'll steal a name for himself,
and then will swell over it and swell over it	" she broke
off with a groan, but still stood gazing at what she could see

